






The Hiftorie of 

Henry the Fourth , 

Enter ihcKmg.Lord lohn of Earle of 

Wejimerland, w ith others. 

***• r . . 

, O fhaken as we arc, fo wan with care, 

Find we a time for f righted Peace to pant. 

And breath fhort winded accents of new broiles. 
To be commenct in ftronds a farre ren^te . 

No mote the thirftie entrance ofthis (oile, V 

Shall daube her lips with her owne child tens blood. 

No more (hall trenching Warre chanell her fields. 

Nor bruife her flowers with the armed hootes 
Of hoftile paces .• thofe oppofed eyes? 

Which like the Meteors of a troubled heauen. 

All of one nature, of one fubftance bred, 

Did lately mcete in the inteftine (hocke. 

And furious clofe of ciuill butcherie. 

Shall now in mutuall well-befeemingrankes, 

March all one way, and be nomoreoppofd 
Againft acquaintance, kindred and allyes* 

The edge of Warre, like an ill-flieathed Knife, 

No more llaall cut his Matter : therefore friends, 

As farre as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, 

Whofefouldier now vnder whofe blelled Crotlc 
We are imprelTed and ingag’ d to fight, 

Forthwith a power oiEngliJb (hall we leuie, 

Whofe arrnes were moulded in their mothers wombs. 

To chafe tlielc Pagans in thofe holy fields, 

Duct whofe acres walkt thofe blelled feetc. 

At Which 



